THE EMERGENCY AND THE MAN 


By Charles Francis Bourke 


Drawing by Gordon Grant 


ARRY and the Colonel's 
daughter leaned on the rail 
of the United States trans- 

ort Kansas, watching the con- 
usion and bustle of departure 
on the pier below. Already the 
hour of sailing was overdue. The 
day, even for Manila, was swel- 
tering hot, and in the heat haze 
men scurried about like terrier 
harried rats, pursued by a volley 
of orders; bells clanged; there 
was the laughter and chatter of 
farewells where homebound pas- 
sengers and remaining friends 
congregated to speed the voy- 
agers, and on the transport’s 
bridge the burly Captain blared 
savage commands, as though the 
old sea dog scented the trouble 
coming from land. 

It came in the shape of a sharp 
ra-ta-tat of a bugle rising above 
the din of the wharf and followed 
by the hollow hoofbeats of a 
horse, the regular tramp of 
trained men on wooden planking, 
and down the New Pier a detach- 
ment of Filipino Constabulary 
trotted at double quick, the sun 
shining on their khaki uniforms 
slashed with cavalry yellow. 

“Now, what the deuce is up?” 
Barry exclaimed. “‘Are they 
sending a detachment of little 
brown men to stop the ship, or 
to arrest us, I wonder?" 

The officer in charge of the 
Filipino troop flung himself from 
his horse and the little brown 
men came to a halt, a bright 
nucleus of disciplined order in 
the disorder their advent had 
occasioned. 

“ Blest if it isn’t Cousin Jim!” 
Barry leaned over the rail, with 
a shrill whistle. ‘It’s a fine 
theatrical display, isn’t it, Miss 
Craig?’ he cried to the girl with 
enthusiasm, 

The Colonel's daughter sniffed, 
and the officer glanced up, waved 
ahasty greeting, and disappeared 
into the gangway. 

“That's my cousin, Jim Gor- 
don—Major Gordon, you know, 
of the native troops,’ Barry 
explained. ‘You know about 
him, Miss Craig? Jim's no end 
of a fine fellow, altogether your 
kind; he does things, you know.” 

“Every soldier’s kind, I imag- 
ine,’ the Colonel's daughter 
retorted with a note of scorn in 
her cool voice. “One would 
have difficulty in finding any 
army post that hasn’t heard of 
Major Gordon. His bravery 
against the Filipinos is traditional 
—and the way he has made his 
own native troops love and obey him! Major Gordon 
is a man who does things, Mr. Barry!” 

That was all; but George Barry made a grimace. 
The girl's insinuations hurt in their implied reflection 
on his own useless, pleasure hunting life. It was not 
the first time, either, that Miss Craig had glorified the 
military mettle that characterized her father, the 
gray old Colonel, who also had ‘‘done things.” 

jut slurs, like cares, slipped lightly from the young 

man of pleasure, whose highest aspirations, so far as 
Manila and Miss Craig had found out, was to shine in 
society and amateur theatricals. That was Barry's 
one strong card, and he played it to the limit. 

“Gad! you admire Major Jim so much,” he said 
with mock innocence, “I’m glad the hero and I have 
something in common. They do say that for cousins 
we are alike as the regulation Siamese Twins; in ap- 
pearance, you know, anyway.” 

“Which only proves you can't judge by appear- 
ances,” the girl flared, with an angry light in her 
blue eyes. ‘‘ Was there ever a time when you aspired 
to anything higher than amateur theatricals, Mr. 
Barry?” 

Barry shook his head absently. He was perfectly 
satisfied with the consciousness that he had won 
high laurels in army circles by his own conspicuous 
talent, during the last months of the Manila season; 
he even hoped he had secured certain recognition, if 
not regard, from the Colonel's fiery little daughter. 


Bur just at the moment he was engaged in watch- 

ing a very heated argument between his cousin, 
Major Gordon, and the red faced Captain of the 
Kansas. Plainly there was a troublesome slant in 
the wind. 

“The commander doesn’t seem overpleased with 
my cousin’s advent on the scene,” Barry said a little 
spitefully. ‘*Poor Jim was always a trouble maker, 
always butting in.’ He threw up his arm in theatri- 


“Now. Barry. This Is No Play Acting!” 


cal alarm at the indignant look the girl flung him. 

“He is the bravest man I ever knew. It is fine to 
be doing his work, instead of—’’ She broke off with 
an anxious look. ‘Oh! do you know what they are 
doing?’’ The controversy between the transport 
Captain and Major Gordon had come to an end, and 
the girl's eyes fellawed the soldier's erect figure as he 
stalked away with determination in every line of his 
well set shoulders. ‘‘It’s the insurrection in North 
Luzon! Dad told me it was coming. He said Major 
Gordon and his native troops would probably be 
picked for the work. That’s why they’re sending 

im up on the Kansas. The insurrection must have 
flared up over night. Oh, it is like a Forlorn Hope! 
Two hundred men in that wild savage country!” 

The girl leaned far out watching the detachment 
with shining eyes,—the blue “fighting eyes’’ that 
made the daughter at the moment the counterpart 
of her father, the fighting Colonel, as Barry was the 
counterpart of his Major cousin. He had never 
thought to envy his cousin Jim, not in his wildest 
dreams. 

The singsong tramp of the troops began again, the 
Filipino soldiers marching aboard, rising and drop- 
ping over the bump of the gangplank like a saffron 
caterpillar going forward to its objective calmly, 
regardless of opinions to the contrary. 

Major Gordon had received orders to in-ship him- 
self and his two hundred fighting Filipinos on board 
the transport Kansas, to be, by that extremely ex- 
clusive ane dropped off in Northern Luzon, and 
Major Gordon was carrying out orders, regardless of 
the fact that the vessel was already crowded with 
homebound army officers, their wi and families, 
and regardless of the irate Captain’s perfectly just 
and proper objection to having fi looming hooker 
jammed to her blessed gunnels, to say nothing of her 
being a steel box an’ not having half enough boats, 
in case of shipwreck. Two hundred half-civilized 
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THAT night, when the Kansas 
was speeding northward 
through the opalescent waters of 
the China Sea, George Barry, 
“amateur actor,” learned more 
of the existing order of things. 
“It’s tempting Providence, 
that’s what it is!”’ the shipmaster 
roclaimed to a group of sober- 
‘aced officers in his cabin. Barry 
was with them, though it was all 
out of order. He had gone in 
with his cousin, and there had 
been no opposition offered; the 
others had accepted him, a 
civilian, by virtue of his close 
relationship with the fighting 
Major. 

“Overcrowding a man’s ship 
this way!"’ the commander went 
on. “I don’t know whether you 
gentlemen ever saw a rush for 
the boats on an iron ship at sea; 
but I'll say this, an’ it’s my 
duty: I'll expect you to stay 
armed till we make the Luzon 
coast. Otherwise, case of trouble, 
I shouldn't give a farthing for the 
lives of my people. I can handle 
my own crew, 

“And I can handle my men,” 
Major Gordon returned shortly. 
“When I tuck my brown fellows 
away, they stay tucked till I give 
the word, and that’s no brag. 
They'd camp out in the smoke- 
stack of a burning ship if I told 
“em to.” 

“A good thing that, if it’s 
true,’ the Captain growled. 

The Major only smiled. He 
had made no idle boast about 
his mastery of his brown troops, 
and the sober faced army officers 
knew it. 

As they passed from the cabin 
to the smoking room, Barry 
noted the amused stares of two 
of the younger officers, and his 
cheeks burned angrily as he 
caught their covert comment. 

“They are alike as the two 
gentlemen from Siam. Only it 
would hardly do for the other 
twin to swap jobs with Major 
Gordon—not in North Luzon, 
just now.” 

And later Barry had occasion 
to remember the slurring words, 
aswell as the cutting comparisons 
of the Colonel's pretty daughter. 


N normal circumstances, George 
Barry was not wildly en- 
thusiastic about the maneuvers 
of the Philippine military nor the 
technical operation of an army transport. 

To his mind, Major Gordon, the “idol of his troop,” 
was going into the wilds of Northern Luzon merely 
to quell a Filipino insurrection, just as Barry had 
seen a score of officers go forth with their commands 
during the social events of the last winter. Also, in 
normal circumstances, it was more interesting to 
Barry to know that Major Jim had the good taste to 
resemble him, Barry, physically at least. That 
smacked of theatricals, and was to his liking. 

As to the transport Kansas, the big floating Gov- 
ernment machine, driven at twenty miles an hour 
through the China Sea, meant to Barry only a good 
big salon cabin wherein amateur theatricals could 
be produced, to enliven the long voyage across the 
Pacific. 

Also, in the productions Barry had in mind for 
the blessed days to come, he and the Colonel's pretty 
daughter, by right of talent and natural selection, 
were cast for the leading parts. Barry had it all 
mapped out, in his own mind. Only, now that the 
Major had come aboard, the Colonel’s daughter was 
cross. 

“If it wasn't for Jim jamming the old hooker with 
his confounded yellow scouts, we might get the 
scenery and things fixed up before we got out of the 
China Sea,” he grumbled. He thought of Miss 
Craig’s scathing rematks and grinned. “It’s all tom- 
myrot, this heroism business. If Jim shirked his 
duty, he'd be cashiered, just as the audience would 
guy me if I didn’t make good ina part. By George! 
I'll get even with Master Jim,"’ he speculated ma- 
liciously. “First show we give down stairs, I'll bor- 
row a scout Major’s uniform and do a burlesque in 

acifying bad Luzon inhabitants with Mauser rifles. 
t’ll make a bully skit, and it certainly won't be any 
trick to turn the make-up.” 

Down in the packed fore deck the Filipino soldiers 
and the ship’s crew hobnobbed, as brothers and 
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wards of the Great Republic. On the bridge the 
Captain's eye held steadily on the North Star, await- 
ing the time, as anxiously as Barry did, when his 
ship, freed of Major Jim and his unwelcome fighting 
men, should round the top of Luzon Island and point 
her lean nose to the east on the last long leg for home. 


But while Barry still rested under the bane of 
Miss Craig’s displeasure, and the Captain scanned 
the calm northern horizon, and the women and chil- 
dren frolicked in the cabin, and the officers smoked 
and talked war and colonization, the Fates, unseen 
and unheard, were working out the web of doom. 

The catastrophe came when the Kansas was fair 
in the center a the Chinese ocean. At two bells in 
the morning watch a slight rumbling, deep down in 
the bowels of the ship, blanched the cheeks of the 
engineers and brought the Captain scurrying white 
faced from his cabin. Halfway to the engine room 
he met the mate. 

“Fire in the coal bunkers, sir. The blow-up came 
first. Sounded like exploding ammunition in the 
middle bulkhead.” 

“T heard it!” 
order and waited. 

The wireless operator came running, dragging on 
his clothes. A half-dozen quick words sent him spin- 
ning aft again to his instrument cabin. Out of 
nearby doors the army men came forth half-dressed, 
but alert and resolute. 

“It may be nothing; but I'll take no chances, 
with those we have aboard,” the Captain told them. 
“T’'ve sent out wireless calls for assistance. There 
are warships both sides of us, Formosa and the Luzon 
coast. You look after the women; I’ll answer for 
my men.” 

“And I for mine!’’ It was Major Gordon who 
spoke up calmly, just as he had answered the Captain 
before. He was fully dressed, as though he had risen 
early. In the half light of morning, among that non- 
descript crowd of officers, his neat khaki uniform was 
curiously conspicuous. Barry stood nearby, wide 
eyed and wondering. 

The colloquy of alarm passed in a second beside 
the open companionway. Now, even as a garish 
green streak shot skyward aft, showing that the 
wireless telegraph was in operation, and as Barry, 
with the Major, turned back to their cabin, a second 
stunning explosion shook the ship from stem to stern. 

From their very feet a cloud of black smoke rolled 
up, the midship section of the transport buckled, and 


The Captain rapped out a quick 


wild eyed men in oily clothes struggled through the 
smoke to reach the open. The great heart of the 
Kansas had ceased throbbing, and, where a minute be- 
fore all had been safety, peace, and quiet, the passions 
of fighting men turned the ship into a battlefield at 
dawn, with disaster and death mowing over all. 
“We're done for! The boats, for God's sake! 
She’s sinking! The bottom’s blown out of her!”’ 


THE sharp cry rang in Barry’s ears like a death- 
knell. Staring impotently, he saw the ship’s 
officers fling themselves on the fighting stokers, forc- 
ing them back from the boats. He saw his cousin, the 
Major, dash forward to where his brown men were 
stationed. From the cabin came shrieks of women 
and the thin, pitiful cries of frightened children. 

It was all like a horrid dream, a nightmare of the 
sea. Never in his most thrilling stage scenes had 
Barry felt the possibility of such utter helplessness; 
he was the one impotent member of the whole ship’s 
company. 

A heavy hand clutched his shoulder, and Gordon’s 
voice snarled, ‘‘ Now, Barry, lad, don’t stand gaping 
like a stuck pig! This is no play acting! Get a gun 
and get into the cordon around the women! My men 
will stand, all right! It’s those ’neath-deck chaps— 
By Jove! they’re beating back the Cap’s crowd!” 

e sprang away again, and this time Barry fol- 
lowed, for some reason his momentary panic gone in 
face of action. 

He had a vague knowledge of joining with the of- 
ficers, battering back a smoke enshrouded maze of 
fighting men—down, down, somewhere into the dark 
below-decks. It was a bad mix-up, and Barry re- 
ceived a blow on the head that blinded him and 
brought something wet and sticky streaming down 
his face. Somewhere, too, he saw the yellow sheen 
of Gordon’s uniform and the glitter of the Major's 
ready sword. 


THEN quiet fell again, quickly almost as the panic 
had risen. He was on the upper deck, in the 
Captain's cabin, with half a dozen officers, bending 
over Major Gordon’s form, which was stretched on 
the floor. 

“Keep it from my men—that I’m done for!’’ he 
heard his cousin saying faintly. ‘‘Above all, keep it 
from my men! The beggar’s knife caught me in the 
ribs, Doc. I can’t wiggle a finger.” 

The surgeon rose shaking his head, and when 
Barry took his place Gordon hardly noticed him. 
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The officer's mind seemed wandering as he spoke 
again to the silent, anxious officers, in the same tense, 
strained way. 

“IT won't answer for a soul on board if my men 
know I’m done for. How’s the ship now, Doc? Did 
the Captain save the boats?” 

Barry answered, surprised at his own calm voice. 
“The Captain has got control, Jim. He can get the 
women and children off handily, if—if there's no in- 
terference. What do you mean by keeping it from 
your men? You're not afraid the troops will rush 
the boats, if they know we're sinking?’ 

“Filipinos are only human. My troops know there 
are not enough boats to take us all off. If I was able 
to be with them—they’ll obey me in face of any- 
thing.” Gordon raised himself on his elbow with a 
savage effort. ‘‘ Why, Barry, boy, you leok like a red 
Indian!’ he laughed grimly. “Did those dogs get 
you too? Were you in the row?” 

Poor Barry had been slurred before; he passed 
this one, filled suddenly with a wild thought that 
possessed his throbbing brain the instant he saw the 
surgeon rise from the wounded man. 

“What do you mean about your men, Jim?” he 
persisted slowly and clearly. ‘Yes, the ship's sink- 
ane and the Captain’s getting out the boats, to take 
off the women and children. Tell me, do you mean 
your men will rush the boats if they find they've got 
to stay behind?” 

“Why sure, you fool! Let me up!” Gordon tried 
feebly to throw off the supporting arm. ‘My fel- 
lows will drown and be hanged if I’m with 'em,” he 
panted, a note of pride in his voice which instantly 
turned toa wail. “‘{ can’t get up. I’m dying, Barry, 
boy. Anda spark will start ’em. They're only men. 
Two hundred, and they've got their rifles. Oh, what 
a fool—fool—"". The wounded man dropped back. 


THE Captain sprang into the cabin, his face black 

and set, a revolver clutched in his hand. “Those 
troops of yours won't stay below! I warned you, 
Major Gordon,” he grated. An officer pointed to the 
man on the floor, and the Captain peered closer and 
swore a terrible oath. 

“Then the game's up! It will be half an hour yet 
before the boats get clear, and there won’t be an inch 
of room to spare. My men must go te handle the 
boats. Those that stay behind die, sure and sudden. 
What in Heaven's name shall we do?” 

Major Gordon only stared up with vacant eyes. He 

Continued on page 16 


THE CITY OF THE GILDED TEAR 


By Herbert Kaufman 


Drawing by Joseph Clement Coll 


Babylon, O Babylon, 
Shall thy day be never done? 
Shall thy course be never run? 


Shali thy towers never fall? 
Must we ever hear the call 
To the revel in thy hall? 


For uncounted awful years 
Have thy gemmed and painted dears 
Drunk the wine whose dreg is tears! 


Soulless city of the night, 
In thy false distorting light, 
Right is wrong and wrong is right! 


Thou wert old in Pharaoh's reign, 
Old when Nero dealt in shame, 
Old when Christ was born in pain! 


Trojan Priam’s walls are down; 
Ceesar's Rome lies under ground; 
But thy temples still abound! 


Ever are thy spires near— 
Shalt thou never learn to fear, 
City of the Gilded Tear? 


wrought in, as William Winter does when he 
writes of the old times. Perhaps he roasted 
them once, and we too shall grow sweeter and 
kinder to our comrades when the Angel comes 
nearer to proffer that Darker Drink we all must 


p- 
Unless the woman artist, singer, or writer 
marries and forsakes the thorny roads of a 
Career, her steps lead almost invariably to a 
crossroads where she finds she can take her 
choice of the lonely life of studious endeavor, 
or, if she be of livelier temperament, a dan- 
gerously close association with what we will 
call the upper ‘ Bohemian” world. 

Studio Set in New York, where men 


O and women of the Smart Circles like to play, 
is a very fast set. 
I recall an experience with this special set 
which now an amusing memory 
charming woman writer of undoubted social 
poses whom I knew only slightly through 
er work, telephoned me one afternoon, asking 
if I would be unconventional enough to dine 
with her that night; that Blank (a well known 
artist) and his wife were to be her only other 
guests. 
I was delighted to meet her; for I admired 
her stories hugely. We had dinner, the four of 
us, at her house, and afterward it was suggested 
that we all go to the Studio of a certain dillet- 
tante in music who was giving a housewarming 
most informally that night, at his new Studio. 

It was a beautiful place —one of those places 

that exist in New York but of which people 
never hear much,—rich in rugs and marble, 
fountains and old tapestries. Motors were ar- 
riving with men and women in evening dress, 
some of whom I knew by reputation others 
whom I had met. 
I had not dressed for anything like this func- 
tion; but I comforted by the exceedingly 
cordial greeting of our host, the musical genius, 
who also flattered me by playing directly at me 
as he drew forth ravishing strains of his own 
compo on from a violin. 

A certain African explorer, tiger hunter, and 
social lion generally was there, and during one 
of these violin flirtations he got me in a corner 
and astonished me by saying, “I’ve always 
wanted to meet you. I've always heard that 
you were so clever—and now, well if you'll par- 
aod me, I am terribly disappointed!” 

went on listening to the music. 
Chat Clear Complexion “Oh, don’t misunderstand me!" he went on. 

Is no secret to the users of Lablache, that “| know you can write and all that; but I mean 
4 greatest of all beautifiers. Summer sun and a clever woman of the world. Look at these 

winds have no terrors for those who rely on women all around you, and—pardon me 

Lablache as a protector. Beautiful women fj | again.” he said, impudently taking up my hand, 

everywhere owe the clearness, delicacy and re- “but I see you even spoil your fingers with a 

finement of their summer complex- ENpE NTE 

ions to its use, It is a luxury and | he pitying gaze of that tiger hunter fol- 

an every-day toilet necessity. lowed me round, and I had to try to look plea 

Refuse Substitutes, They may be dan- ant for the rest of the night; for there was a 

[ipa tee abs ker = simple strength in his argument. Later I had 
fend 0c. for pn gs Seats f another surprise. 

We all trooped into the gorgeous sleeping 
room of our host, where on a sixteenth century 
bed our cloaks were placed with the men's hats 
and coats. We were all very gay and happy 
getting ready to leave. 


An Invitation to Dinner 


EXAMINE 


The Eyelets on the shoes you 

wear — See if there is a little 

diamond <@ trade-mark slightly 

Tajsed on the surface. If it is there 
ow are sure it is a genuine Diamond 
‘ast Color Eyelet and simply 


“Can’t Wear Brassy”’ 


They are made with top of solid color, 
improve the appearance of the shoes 
and look bright and new, even after 
the shoe is worn out. They are to be 
found on the best shoes. Just look 
for the little diamond <q trade- 
mark and insist onit, as only genuine 
DIAMOND FAST COLOR EYELETS 
have them. It is a small thing, but 
worth remembering when you pur- 

chase shoes. 


United Fast Color 
Eyelet Company 


was going fast, and the fact was plain even to 
Barry's inexperienced eyes. There was a mo- 
ment of tense silence, through which came the 
cautious rattle of davit blocks from both sides 
of the ship, that and a deep murmur growing 


“It’s the Oxygen 


in Calox Sr renders it so efficient as a 
cleanser of the mouth and teeth. Just try it-| | jouder from somewhere forward. 

Of All Druggists, 25 Cents Then Barry spoke very quietly, lifting his 
Sample and booklet free on request smeared and blood streaked face, his eyes 


McKESSON @ ROBBINS, NEW YORK sparkling with the great thought that surged 
and hammered in his brain. 


Dont Look Olds 


et off his clothes 


Graham’ Hair 

z which in a few days 

Positively sure its resuits. Makes the hair rich “ With Jim’s uniform, and my face all mucked 

MRS. GERVAISE GRAHAM lessly. ‘It doesn’t take an actor to do this job. 
ting lighter every minute.” 

DUBY'S HAIRCOLORINGHERBS | up for the verdict. 

vents the hair from “They'll wait! But Lord! what a sight, all 

flowers. Barry laughed. He was in his element now, 

ais. chaps till they shoot me up, or I manage to ex- 

sold 516 in small town. Cleared 961.50. 


Restores Gray Hair 
to its natural color. Perfectly harmless—easily applied 
and glossy. Price $1.00 at all dealers or by mail up like this, and the helmet jammed well down 
64-page book about the hair, FREE. —why, it’s no trick at all,”” he explained breath- 
1496 Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois. Some one’s got to stay, or likely they'll be firing 
on the boats. Don’t you see? Only, it’s get- 
s 
ken Your Gray Hair The Captain was back before a man in the 
dazed crowd spoke. Half dressed, Barry stood 
HAIR eer eenen ok Toned Bair so ies “They're forming vee the Captain panted. 
HERBS | \ crown a.aives | those men growling and slinging on their belts 
duey. and—things!’ 
and contemptuous of trivialities. ‘‘Oh, I know. 
I'll stay all right, and I'll hold those little brown 
pan things a bit. Go ahead with your boats, 
$400 DAILY, hes been made selling thie ap. Don’t bother about orders, gentlemen. 
Sees Voces Cane eee I've watched Jim drill his troops a hundred 
Durable. Sanitary. Lig! eller. Special terms. Writetoday. | times. If I talk a bit off, it’s this cut makes 
H.THOMAS MFG. CO., 3119 WayneSt., Dayton, Ohio | me. Only—every minute’s going to count.” 
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The Studio Girl 


Continued from page 4 


I took up a silk hat and, holding it inverted 
by the brim, called out in the manner of a stage 
magician, “ Will any gentleman or lady in the 
audience lend me two eggs with which I will 
proceed to make an omelet in the hat?” 

Quick as a flash our host raised his hands 
closed and placed something in the hat. I 
looked in. Phere were two gold. 
dollar bills, crumpled neatly 1 
that the figures were plainly vi 

I raised the hat over my head. 
prize in this hat, ladies and gentlemen 
one who guesses what it is can have it! 

But before anyone could guess he had the 
hat. “Oh, you mustn't do that!” he said in a 
grieved, hurt way. His sleight of hand was 
something almost as wonderful as his music! 


What They Have Done 

UT of a Studio Set that I recall as numbering 
ay fifty, many are de many drifted 
There several really successful men, and if 
they keep on it is worth while that the rest of 
them go down in the ruck. One directs a great 
opera house orchestra abroad and is writing 
y music in the new school. One is a portrait 

al fame; he was once a 


must journey to the old cities to paint. 

Not one woman in that set has done anything 
that counts. There is no need to tell here of 
th who came to grief in the ebb and flow of 
life, girls of radiant fancy, talent, hope, daring, 
soul, fire, and dew,—the things that ought to 
make great artis’ ‘ingers, poets, actors. Where 
are the songs and stars and girls of yesterday? 
Gone up in smoke from the sacrificial flames of 
the chafing dish! 

Perhaps it is not exactly ethical or lad 
write this way about things. Some lovely 
uplifting lies have been written recently by 
women notables on the subject of what life 
meant to them. It was inspiring to know how 
the harshest disciplines had enriched and 
enoble a but I don't believe it! 
Cruel disillusion may make strong women—yes? 
But because a woman can lift a piano with her 
teeth it is no proof t she has a white soul. 
get over being women! 


ils girls. And it 
is just as well that the Career-hungry ones 
should get by the glamour of the idea that any- 
thing real or fine can be achieved under fishnets 
and Japanese umbrellas, or that it is funny to 
p ch in order to get dinner, or to receive 
calls by way of the fire escape. I have done 
both, and [ know! 


MODERATION 
Some women's beauty is so great 
They really do intoxicate, 
And others are so plain, some think 
They, too, would drive a man to drink. 
So if quite temperate we would be, 
The proper thing to do, we see, 
Is to permit our eyes to quaff 
The charms that are but “half and half.” 
—Nixon Waterman 


The Emergency aad the Man 


Continued from page 6 


_ He snatched up Gordon's swordbelt, buck- 
ling it round him. With inconceivable rapidity 
he had assumed his cousin’s complete uniform, 
even to the puttee leggings. terigriie on the 
pith helmet, he laughed hghtly and struck a 
mock heroic attitude. 
“How is it, gentlemen?” 
_The whole thing had been theatrical to 
him, appealing purely to his ardent artistic 
craze: but now an officer stepped forward, 
gravely offering his hand. 
“T should give my commission to be in your 
place, Mr. Barry,” fe said. 
One by one the others came forward, and 
Barry’s smeared and blackened face flushed 
through the caked dirt. 
“It's jolly good of you,” he stammered. 
“And you'll take care of Jim? Well, then I’m 
off—and you gentlemen better be off too. ‘We, 
who are about to die—’” 
He straightened up with a half laugh, a 
strange khaki clad form in that strange cabin 
scene, and flung up his hand in mock salute. 
But in the utter silence every officer's heels 
clicked and every arm went up, holding that 
solemn farewell. He turned back at the 
door. 
“Oh, by the way,” he said diffidently, “‘ won't 
one of you say goodby to—Miss Craig for me? 
The Colonel’s daughter, you know.” 


ONCE in the companionway, Barry saw that 

the transport was settling fast. Glancing 
aft, he noted the boats dropping away from the 
stern of the ship. Then, dragging his helmet 
well over his eyes, he strode rapidly forward to 
engage in his play with death. 

Below decks a yellow mass of men huddled 

in close ranks, ankle deep in sea water. As 
Barry appeared, a murmur of satisfaction ran 
through the ranks, then silence. 
“Lined up and ready they are,” Barry said 
to himself. Light came from portholes on each 
side, and he strode between two of these fumb- 
ling over a packet of papers he took from the 
Major's pocket. ‘‘To gain time—anything to 
gain time!” the words whirled in his brain. 

He was afraid to trust his voice. He fum- 
bled for cigarettes—suddenly remembered what 


The Lactomode 


Your 
Baby Needs This Book 


We will send it Free at your request. 

Nothing in the world is so sure a safeguard for 
BABY’S health as proper feeding. 

It prevents disorder and disease, That means 
so much more than curing them—both for baby's 
present comfort and through its after life. 

All physicians are agreed that cow's milk, 
properly modified, is the best substitute for 
mother's milk. But it must be mo, 4. T 
can be easily accomplished with the 
Pasteurixer. Its simplicity of operation, 
accuracy,make it invaluable to the mother who 
cannot feed her baby in the way nature intended. 


Write for this Free Book Today 


Don't take chances on baby's health, forthe risk 
istoo great. The information in this booklet you 
neea for every-day use. Send us your druggist's 
name and address together with your own, and 
we will forward the booklet at once. Write today. 


The Lactomode Company 
1509 Chapline St., Wheeling, W. Va. 


C= ADVERTISIN 


Your advertisement inserted 
in the classified column of the 


ASSOCIATED SUNDAY MAGAZINES 


will be placed upon the library table of more 
than eleven hundred thousand homes each 
week. 


RATE, $3.00 per line, CASH discount, 5%. 


Smallest space sold, 4 lines—largest, 12 lines. 
No fakes or extravagant copy accepted. 


1 MADISON AVENUE, N. Y. 
RECORD-HERALD BLDG., CHICAGO 


SALESMEN WANTED 


MAN WANTED TO HANDLE AN EXC 

y attractive real estate and timber proposition, which 
can be sold on annual, semi-annual or monthly installments. 
We furnish inquiries and good strong literature Capable, 
aggressive and energetic man can make avery desirable con- 
nection with the largest and strongest house in its line in the 
country. Sacramento Valley Imp, Co., St. Louis, Mo 


LEGAL FORMS 


HAVE YOU MADE YOUR WILL? YOU CAN 
do it yourself. Don't let strangers take all you have; 
remember the loved ones. Send 25 cents to-day, stamps 
or silver, for will form and sample will properly made 
out, simple directions. Other legal forms. New 

Law Blank Company, 152 Nassau Street, New York 
sity 


ARIZONA REAL ESTATE 


BUY LAND IN SALT RIVER VALLEY, ARIZONA, 
under Roosevelt Dam. Raise oranges, fruit, alfal 
Get highest returns; no failures. Land now selling $100 
acre and up. Write to-day for new booklet and 
subscription to The Earth,” free. C.L. Seagraves, Gen.Col- 
onization Agt., A. 1.&S.F. Ry.,1172 B,Railway Exc., Chicago 


CORPORATIONS 


INCORPORATE YOUR BUSINESS IN ARIZONA. 
Least Cost. Transact business, keep books anywhere. Pr 
ident Stoddard, former Secretary of Arizona. Free Law: 
By-Laws and Forms. Reference: Any Bank in Arizon: 
Stoddard Incorporating Company, Box 800, Phoenix, Arizon: 


PHOTOGRAPHY 


FILMS DEVELOPED. toc. per roll; all sizes. Velox 
Prints, Brow :345x38, 34x44, 47 4x5, 3A, Sc. Send 
two negatives and we will print them free as a sample of our 
work; we are film specialists, and give you better results 
than you have ever had. Cole & Co., Asbury Park, N. J. 


AGENTS WANTED 


AGENTS 200% PROFIT selling our handy automatic 
Hame Fastener. Horse owners and teamsters wild about 
them. Money back if not satistactory. Write for terms to 
agents. Thomas Mfg. Co., 808 Third St., Dayton, 0. 


HELP WANTED 


ND STORE TESTERS WANTED 
ty. Bright, active men can build up 
lucrative income through our new method. ‘Burlew Detective 
Service (Est. 1888), 321 Ideal Building, Denver, Colo. 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


WRITE QUICK FOR MY PLAN TO MAKE 
$25 to $50 per week on a small investment in my new 
Vending Machines. Caille, 1353 Second Avenue, Detroit, 
Michigan. 


POST CARDS 


IMPORTED COLORED POST CARDS, No Comic or 
Trash. Historical, Lighthouses, Churches, Scenic, etc., all 
over the world. Send 10 cts. for Samples and catalogue. 
12,000 subjects. Standard Card Co., Haverhill, Mass 


a match before his face would do, and laughed. 

Already the men were fidgeting. In the end 
—mighty soon now!—he would have to bring 
them up on deck. Suddenly he remembered 
that with the boats already launched and leav- 
ing the ship, the kigh bulwarks would protect 
tnem from the men’ With tensed nerves, 
he nodded to the $ it, who stood a little 
2part waiting with the rest, and moved toward 
ladder. 
set the willing ranks in motion. 
and threes the others followe 
to see how the light had grow 
fut checked a cry of joy when he discovered a 
bank of fog slowly ‘ing in on the ship. Some- 
where—far eastern, he knew, or thought—a 
boat might lie to waiting, on the slim chance 
of taking him off. That chance was lost 
now. 

It was too late to figure on possibilities. He 

forward, looking out over the bow. As 

he could judge, a good half-hour had 
but he dared not look for the boats. 
e minutes slipped by, then ten. Behind him 
ranks softly murmured. There was a long 
», and a voice at his elbow said: 
enor, where is our Major?” 


gh: 


F )R an instant Barry's heart stood still; then 
he turned. It was the Sergeant, his brown 


face inscrutable. 
Barry met his eyes. 
he asked in a stifled voice. 
“| recognized you as the Major’s cousin,” the 
Sergeant said. 


“Do the men know?” 


Sefior, what does this mean? 
lone on the ship?”’ 

as no evading it. Barry. glanced at 
the fog; it covered the dark waters ten feet 
high. Like statues the soldiers stood watching 
him, their rifles at rest. He took his courage in 
both hands. 

“Do with me as you like,” he said, gritting 
his teeth. “My cousin was injured. They took 
him off the ship. The boats could take only 
the women and children, and their men had to 
go to take care of them 

“And we stay to die 
tered evilly. 

“Yes,” 
nd you, fearing our courage in time of dan- 
consented to play this farce and die with 


The man’s eyes glit- 


ger, 
us?” 

That was not just the way Barry put it in 
his own mind; but he nodded. The Sergeant 
swung on his heels. Maybe he saluted—Barry 
put it down to his own fevered imagination. 

A clatter of arms fell behind him, and the 
Sergeant's sharp orders: 

“Port arms! Ground arms! Port arms! Pre- 
sent arms!” 

“And now the deluge!”’ Barry flung himself 
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round, defiantly facing them with wide open 
arms. 

“Go on!” he cried. “Shoot and be—” 

He stood staring, with open mouth. Then 
the Sergeant spoke again, and Barry reeled, 
clasping his hands over his eyes. 


WHEN the Yorktown flashed out of the 
mist like a sheeted ghost, a great cry 


went up from her decks, packed people 
from the saved boats. The mid sun was 
fast melting the fog bank. 


A great hulk sprang out of the ocean to meet 
them, a blur of a ship half submerged, but with 
her bow still lifted out of the water. On that 
floating bow myriads of yellow figures waved 
and danced and shouted madly, and, standing 
on the rail, holding on to the foreshrouds, one 
figure waved a white helmet. That was the 
sight that brought an amazed clamor from the 
group of officers on the Yorktown’s bridge. 

“It can't be Barry! In the name of Provi- 
dence! He can’t have come through!”’ 

The Yorktown swung away and her boats 
went over with a rush. But on the pitifully 
slanting deck of the derelict Kansas the khaki 
clad troopers fell inte line as though on parac 

The officer with the white helmet stood by 
fore the troopers. The triple row of rifles came 
to the carry, and the officer wheeled in front of 
the ranks, drew his sword, and gravely saluted. 


OW did it happen?” Safe in the cruiser’s 

wardroom twenty minutes later, Barry 

answered the rapid fire questions of the crowd- 
ing officers. 

“How did you happen?” he demanded in 
turn. “Wireless, oh! Why, there isn’t much 
to tell. One thing I'll Those little brown 
chaps are bricks. Why, you know, when the 
Sergeant found me out and I heard the rattle of 


guns up and down that line of grim little men|_ 


in yellow—why, I just said, ‘The game's up!’”’ 

“And they did salute you?” a man breath- 
lessly asked. 

“Why, sure!” B. flushed. ‘Brought 
their arms to salute, and the Sergeant whipped 
up his little sword. One thing made me sorry, 
though, what the Sergeant said. ‘ We are sor: 
you doubted our courage,’ he said. ‘After all, 
we will die with the Major!’ meaning me in 
Jim’s clothes, I suppose.” 

There was a long silence, and a deep voice 
said, “ The man will get his reward! But you— 
Major Barry?” 

arry’s reward came then and there. An 
officer whispered a name to him, and he followed 
him to the women's cabin, flushing deeper than 
ever. 

“Just like a bully play, by Jove!”’ he mur- 
mured. 


The Paes ad Gold 


Continued from page 12 


way, she too liked the three old chaps of whom 
work had made three trademarks. Old Gettys- 
burg began to sing. The words of his song, 
halted by grunts as he shoveled, were, to say 
the least, unexpected. 


“The frog he swore he’d have a ride, 
(Shovel) 
With a rinktum bolly kimo; 
Sword and pistols by his side, 
(Shovel) 
With a rinktum bolly kimo. 


ked a beetlebug, 
(Shovel) 
With a rinktum bolly kimo, 
Tucked inside his tummy snug, 
(Shovel) 
With a rinktum bolly kimo, 


“For lunch he 


(Three shovelings and some meditation) 


“The frog he rode a slimy eel, 
(Shovel) 
With a rinktum bolly kimo. 
The sun made his complexion peel, 
(Shovel) 
With a rinktum bolly kimo. 
The frog’s legs went to join a fry, 
is (Shovel) 
With a rinktum bolly kimo. 
The eel became a juicy pie, 
(Shovel) 
With a rinktum bolly kimo. 


“ Kimo, karo, gito, garo, 
Kimo, bolly mitty kimo.” 
(Shovel) 
Shing-shang hammyriddle, allibony ring- 


tang, 
Folderolli bolly mitty kimo.” 


Napoleon looked up at the end of the song and 
spat on his hands. “‘Gett,” he said placidly, 
“I think that’s a lie—metaphorical speakin’. 
Ain't mad, are you?” 


Gettysburg made no response. He merely 
shoveled. 
One of the sluices, weakened by a leak that 


had undermined its pinning, fell from place at 
the farther end of the line. Old Dave went 
down to rearrange it. Napoleon took advan- 
tage of his absence to come to Beth, with an 
air of imparting something confidential. 

“Splice my main brace!” said he, with his 
head on one side quaintly, “wasn’t that a 
ridiculous yarn old Dave was givin’ us about 
the wind blowing that log chain away a link at 
a time? The old son of a gun! Yep, good old 
cuss, Dave is, though. No good for a seafaring 
man, however. He could never learn to swear 
—he ain't got no ear for music.” 


HE returned to his shovel. He and Gettys- 
burg worked in silence for fifteen minutes. 
Old Dave returned and joined them silently. 


Gettysburg tuned up for another of his songs, 
delivered as before with interruptions. 


“Amo, amass. I loved a lass, 
Like a cedar tall and slender, 
(Shovel) 
Of beaut'chus face, and full of grace, 
And of the feminine gender. 
(Shovel) 


“Oh, my Bella, my puella! 
I sang secular seculorem, 
(Shovel) 
And if I've luck, sir, she’s my duck, sir! 
Oh, Dias benedictorem! 
(Several thoughtful shovelings) 


“ Pot her, swat her, lad—lI got her, 
And I’m sore and tender. 
(Shovel) 
From too much fun I’m on the run, 
And she of the feminine gender. 
(Shovel) 


“Oh, that Bella, that puella! 
I'll sing secular seculorem. 
(Shovel) 
And if she’s loose, sir, I'm her goose, sir! 
Oh, Dias benedictorem!” 


Once more Napoleon looked up and spat on 
hishands. He remarked, “ There ain’t nothing 
that can keep women down 'cept a gravestone 
aoe I’ve seen some gravestones which was 
tilted.” 


DESPITE the interest and amusement she 

felt in it all, Beth was becoming sleepy as 
she sat there in the sun. Sheshook off the spell 
and rose, approaching closer to the bank and 
flume where Gettysburg was toiling. He la- 
bored on silently for several minutes, then 
pat straightened up by d , as if the 
olds in his back were stubborn, and looked at 
their visitor steadily, his glass eye particularly 
fixed. One of his hands pulled down his jaw, 
and then it closed up with a thump. 

“Guess this kind of a racket is sort of new 
to you, Mr. Kent,” he ventured. “Ever seen 
gold washin’ before?” 

“No,” Beth confessed, ‘“‘and I don’t see 
where the gold is to come from now.” 

Gettysburg chuckled. ‘‘Holy Toads! Miners 
do a heap of work, and never see it neither,” he 
observed sagely. ‘‘Me and Van and Napoleon 
has went through hades and back, many’s the 
time, and was lucky to git out with our skele- 
tons, sayin’ nothin” about the gold.” 

“Oh.” She could think of nothing else to 

say. 
“In fact, Van got me out of a little private 
purgatory; Napoleon too. We wasn’t worth 
it, prob’ly. That’s the joke on Van. Since 
then us three cusses has starved and froze and 
clean roasted, chasin’ gold.” 

“Oh.” 

“We was lost in the snow one winter, with 
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